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Kosuke Saeki’s parents prepared a brief biographical sketch for his funeral. It is as follows:
“Kosuke was born as the first son of Koji and Teiko Saeki on January 11, 1970. When he was three years 
old, he was diagnosed with masculine dystrophy and was supposed to live until 15 or at best until 20 years old. 
When he became school age, it was recommended that he enter a school for disabled children, but instead he 
entered a normal elementary school of the town where they were living. When he was about 12 years old, he 
started to use a wheelchair.
He was baptized when he was 13 and became a regular member of the church his father was pastoring. 
When he was 15, he entered Betsukai Public Senior High School as the first disabled student. In his second year 
he challenged a mountain climb.
 After finishing high school, while receiving medical treatment, he participated in various local peace 
activities. He felt he was called to be actively involved with church activities such as sponsoring a charity 
concert. In the due course of time he met several excellent musicians and he himself started to play blues harp.
In 2004 he suffered from influenza. Phlegm suffocated his throat and he could not breathe. He was 
emergently hospitalized in a hospital in Kushiro. The doctor told his family that that was his end. But he 
recovered miraculously and returned to a normal life. After this he was asked to write short essays for Hokkaido 
Newspaper.
Because of a heart attack, his breathing stopped at about noon on July 17, 2009. He was given an emergency 
treatment and his breathing resumed, but his consciousness never returned, and he died at 10.45 p.m. He was 39 
years old and was received by God in peace.”




The other day I took a walk in the park nearby for the first time in a long time, and I happened to remember 
my boyhood days. That park was full of thickets at that time. It was a wonderful place to play for children. I 
used to go there with my little brother and friends. There is a river there where we fished and found frogs’ eggs. 
And in autumn there were lots of wild grapes there, too.
There were always some people playing sandlot baseball. I was just looking at them, but my friends were 
excited with the games. I forgot to do my homework and my teachers got mad at me several times. But in spite 
of that, I had no time to study. I was like Tom Sawyer. And we could play outdoors safely.
Because of muscular dystrophy, I had to stop running together with my friends. I could not ride a bicycle 
any more and could not walk. It was when I was in the sixth grade. I wouldn’t say that there were no bitter 
experiences. But there were far more pleasant memories, many times over. The happy memories of playing so 
well remind me of the fact that I have been accepted and loved as I am.
Children often suffer badly recently, and therefore lots of people think that it is hard to live today. A country 
in which children cannot spend their days freely and peacefully is sick. I want children to play joyfully. Then 
they will be able to say, “It is fun to live!” I heartily hope that all children will have a future when they can live 
freely. 
Grandma
A woman of 114 years old in Fukuoka Prefecture was recognized as the oldest in the world by Guinness 
World Records. This woman reminded me of my late grandmother.
 When I was born, she was already an old woman, and so, we could not play together. But she loved me 
dearly. The rice ball she made was the best of all. Its size, its seasoning, and her soft squeezing of it were 
marvelous. She made the taste out of her long experiences and affection for her grandson.  
 She was born in 1900 and lived through the turbulent 20th century. She was active. What surprised me was 
the fact that she was baptized at the age of 97. She was born in the family of a Buddhist monk of the Pure Land 
sect and continued to recite “Namuamidabutsu,” a Buddhist sutra. It was not an easy thing for her to change this 
Buddhist recital to “Amen.” She was always reading books and underlining the parts she thought important. She 
was always ready to learn. At her death bed, she was telling us that “death is not the end but a new start.” She 
saw hope beyond her death. Her words symbolized her life itself. I wanted her to live longer, but she finished 
her life at the age of 100, after running all the given distance.
My Memories of a Mountain Climb
The other day I watched a specially edited T.V. program of Betsukai Senior High School, where I 
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had studied. I felt freshly impressed with their sincerity, and I remembered my days there.  I was the first 
handicapped student who commuted by wheel chair to a  public high school in Hokkaido. I had many nice 
experiences. Climbing Mt. Nishibetsudake is one of them. 
I was going on the mountain path all right in the beginning, but gradually the path became steep. My 
classmates decided to climb with me on their backs in turn, but the rugged path, the so-called “ slope of 
forbearance,” appeared in front of us.
Carrying the weight of 50 kilograms on the back must be hard. Sweat flew down on the neck of the carrier as 
he made each step forward. The one who carried me and I who was carried struggled together desperately. The 
height of this mountain is about 800 meters, and it is thought to be an easy climb, but for those who carried me, 
it must have felt about a few thousand meters high.
As we approached the top, students of other classes cheered us up. And when we safely reached the top, my 
heart was filled with gratitude and joy, thinking that what was considered to be impossible had now become 
possible. And I felt much obliged to those who carried me on their backs.
When we came down, the girls who had already descended were waiting in the light rain without getting on 
the bus. In order to give me joy, all the class worked together single-mindedly. The Bible says, “Rejoice with 
those who rejoice, weep with them who weep.” I could spend my high school days with such friends, and such 
memories have been cut deep into my heart.
I Bloom
Now our Eastern Hokkaido is in the season of flowers. So many flowers suddenly bloom all at once. 
Primeval flower gardens on Notsuke and Soukotan peninsulas are covered with iris, licorice, sweetbrier, etc. 
People enjoy the flowers not only at tourist spots but also along roadsides.
“It is all right for us to be looked at or not to be looked at by people. We bloom anyway,” they seem to say. 
Whether people look at them or not, flowers are blooming single-mindedly.
But as far as people are concerned, they always worry about how others look at them. Sometimes they try 
to make a lot of effort to be looked on favorably. And when that fails, they are disappointed. Such repetition is 
useless.
It seems it is far better to make an effort to raise “yourself” rather than to be nervous about decorating your 
outside. “Yourself” exists outside of the other’s evaluation. 
What kind of flower am I? I have neither a good appearance nor achievement. “I am not a special only one,” 
as SMAP sings. After all I am a weed which grows any place.
Jesus Christ says, “Consider the lilies of the field, how they grow; they neither toil nor spin…But if God so 
clothes the grass of the field, which today is alive and tomorrow is thrown into the oven, will he not much more 
clothe you…? ” I may be an inconspicuous weed, but I want to bloom single-mindedly in the place where I am 
planted.
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A Buckwheat Noodle Restaurant
I went to a small buckwheat noodle restaurant with my parents the other day. We sat at a table but no one 
came to serve us. Mother finally asked a woman washing dishes in the kitchen, “Would you please tell us how 
to order?” The woman seemed to be troubled and told mother that she was also a guest who came to eat. It 
seemed that that restaurant was operated by an old couple. Inside the cooking room, an old man was boiling the 
buckwheat noodle, his whole body sweating, and an old woman was busy preparing to serve. 
The telephone rang and the old woman tried to answer it in a big hurry, but missed it. After a while the phone 
rang again. She tried, but missed it again. It rang for the third time, and then the guest there got it instead of her. 
It was something like a short story.
I don’t know how long we waited but finally the noodles on bamboo dishes came. They were indeed 
delicious! No wonder, made by hand. It was worthwhile waiting. Potatoes and pickles the old woman made 
came with the noodles. There was a free cup of coffee after the meal. Meanwhile the old man, the restaurant 
owner, visited our table and began talking with us in a frank manner and we had an easy noon together.
Fast food restaurants and convenience stores are indeed fast and convenient, but there is no real human 
relationship between the people. Every dish is made according to the manual. But the old couple of this noodle 
restaurant is full of gentleness. They do not  think of efficiency and profit. The Bible says, “It is not good 
for man to be alone.” We have been made to live together and to share with each other. We should evaluate 
relationships…This is what I thought during eating.
Gentleness　　　
The other day I visited the junior high school where I had studied some 20 years ago. I was asked to speak 
in the “Welfare” class from the standpoint of a disabled person. There was one more lecturer there. He was my 
former senior high school teacher. He was retired, but was good enough to help me who am poor in speaking. I 
spoke after he did.
 To be honest, I had no confidence about speaking, because I had nothing special about myself except that 
I was living in a wheelchair. I felt uneasy when I thought about how I would be taken by those young and 
impressible students. 
The students listened to me well. The comments they made on my lecture indicate that they took what I said 
to heart: “I decided to live positively,” “I can be different from others and want to live as I want to.” Kindness 
flows from each comment. “How kind these students are,” is what I felt, and I was very happy.
Mr. Mizutani Osamu, known as the “night strolling teacher,” said “We must create a society where gentle 
children can live gently.” I experience that the gentle society still exists in our rural area.
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Country Election
The local election will start soon, and it may be that a mayoral election will be held even in our town. The 
former election was done here some 40 years ago. Since then no election has happened. It is really a surprise. 
The mayor has been chosen without voting.
Now two mayoral candidates have been trying to run for the election, and lots of fever has been aroused.
Some say they want to vote for this person, because he has done a lot for them. Others say they want to vote 
for that person. There are predictions about which will win. It is indeed a country election.
It is my first time to vote, and I am excited about it. This is a priceless opportunity for me to participate 
in town politics. I want to vote with my own choice. But it is sad to say that I do not know the duties of the 
members of the assembly, and it is only recently that I know the financial situation here is very poor. I want to 
take more interest in our politics on this occasion.
I hear that there are lots of fetters in the country election. Relationships, once broken, remain so for good. 
This influences our country lives and therefore only a few want to be involved in the election.
In rugby, the sign of finishing the game is called “No Side.” Those who had been fighting hard belong to “No 
Side”at the end, and they admire each other’s good fight and fair play as the same rugby boys.
Ours is a small town. Whatever the result may be, I hope our town people will live on with the spirit of “No 
Side.”
Waiting
Since I am a physically handicapped person, the help of others is indispensable in most cases of my daily 
life. “Waiting” always accompanies this. So, it seems I am used to waiting more than anybody else. But I am 
often irritated with my personal computer’s slow movement, with the slow change of traffic signals, etc. And I 
can hardly wait for my turn in the waiting room of the hospital I normally go to. Why is this?
In the speedy contemporary society, adults and children move around in a hurry as if pressured “to move 
around” and “to do something.” It seems many people now think  that “waiting” is a “loss of time.”
In the book of The Art of War written by SunTzu, a Chinese philosopher, there are “four roads” and “five 
movements.” The “four roads” are “the one to proceed,” “the one to retreat,” “the one to go right,” and “the 
one to go left.” And one of the “five movements” is “meditating silently.” It is equal to movement, he says. 
“Immovableness” is an important movement.
“Immovable movement” can be paraphrased as “waiting.” We often encounter  moments when we must stop 
and wait in our lives, not to mention waiting for the  traffic signal to change. Even at times when the situation 
has a poor prospect, we wait believing that the road will open for solution.
 Endurance accompanies “waiting.” The Bible says “endurance produces character.” A person is trained by 
enduring. If we think that way, waiting time is not a loss.
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Contemporary Sickness
I saw a movie titled “Give us our native home.” This was shown at the multimedia hall in our town. It 
was sponsored by a group supporting mentally handicapped people. It is  a story about local people who were 
against the building of the cooperative working house “Wheat Home” for the mentally handicapped in their area 
in Wakayama prefecture. The story is simple, but it has given us a lot to think about.
These local people said that such mentally handicapped persons were not dependable and trustworthy. “They 
may do something dangerous …” is what they said. These people always try to watch for different people, 
discriminate against them, and exclude them…This is something peculiar to Japanese. There is prejudice caused 
by such a lack of understanding.
A schizophrenic person is the center of this movie. I hear that this sickness can happen at the rate of one 
hundred to one, depending upon the situation. It is certainly not just something that only happens to someone 
else.
I communicate with quite a few mentally handicapped people. When their sickness is heavy, it is indeed 
serious. Gentle support of them by close persons is necessary in addition to their physical care.
Mother Teresa says that the heaviest sickness today is that people do not seek for each other, care for each 
other, and love each other, and that the only cure for this is love. And she also says that love for others starts 
with understanding.
Contemporary society is a stress society where more than 30,000 people commit suicide every year. Whether 
you are sick or not, every one is in danger. I think we should try to make a society where we can understand and 
care for each other.
The Way of Taking Your Time
When I think of contemporary Japan, I think impatience and nervousness pervade the whole country.  Things 
go quickly and topics coming through the media change rapidly. Flying in the stream of busy time and noise, I 
feel I am left alone and have no time to enjoy life.
 While reading books, I came across the expression of “the way of taking your time. “ A strange expression. 
It is not a religion. It is a phrase of a poem written by a Catholic priest. I liked it. It says, “Always take your 
time.”
 When starting a day in the morning, “take your time.” When you go to bed at night, take time to reflect on 
the day you spent. In spring, in summer, in autumn, and in winter, take time to think that you are made to live. 
When you have an unhappy time, take time to think it over and say, “It is life.”
 We should not be perplexed by surface things and events but take time to try to feel what is in the depth of 
these things. It is a method of tasting the meaning and the joy of living.
 A proverb in the Bible says, “Be careful what you think, because your thoughts run your life.” To take time 
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means after all that “your life is shaped by your thoughts.”
 When I get lost in thought, I always remember this poem. Instead of being carried away by contemporary 
tendencies and temporal feelings, I would like to take time to enjoy pleasure as pleasure, accept sorrow as 
sorrow, and digest them and always take them just like I sip tea.
“Imagine”
Five years have passed since the incident of 9/11. And still terrorist revenges continue in the Middle East. 
Strife, suicidal bombings, murdering…Such news never ends.
 Around the day of 9/11, John Lennon’s “Imagine” was sung well by those who were against the U.S.’s 
revengeful attacks against Iraq. This song is about a world of no war and no violence. A free translation of this 
song was recently published and we can read its message of peace in Japanese, which makes the images much 
clearer.
 “Now imagine; write a picture in your heart how the people of the world are helping each other, smiling at 
each other and living peacefully.” I really wish this kind of world could be realized. It is foolish that the people 
who live under the same sky kill others and are killed in order to protect their own profits, their countries and 
religions. I think it is high time to stop it.
 Christ says, “Love your enemies.” “Loving enemies” means to respect others including even your enemies 
as the same person as you are. Instead of imagining that our enemy country may attack us by missile and 
becoming fearful of them, we want to imagine how we can get along well with them.
 Even so, I am sorry that the U.S.A., a so-called Christian country, has always been involved with wars.
Nationalism
We had the anniversary of the end of World War Ⅱ a few days ago. This is the day when Japanese people 
should think of peace. I saw the movie “Men’s Yamato” the other day. The crew of the sinking warship Yamato 
were murmuring, “We fought hard, but we could not defend our families and hometowns.” In this war numerous 
young men died for the sake of nationalism.
However, the fundamental principle of education recently revised by the ministry of education aims to 
strengthen nationalism and tries to educate young people to give their lives for our country in the time of war.
What is “Nationalism”? Poet Yorifumi Yaguchi has written a poem “Real Nationalism” and redefined it in 
his poetic way: “Isn’t the true nationalism…to give our hands to those in trouble?/…to cherish every living 
creature?/…to take good care of soil, water, and air?/…to try to solve international problems not by violence but 
by peaceful means and be trusted?” He continues: “Isn’t it to admit people of different ideas and races/and not 
to force the people to sing the national anthem and to fly the national flag?/ Above all doesn’t it mean to respect 
Article 9 of the constitution and to try to make the most of it?” Article 9 forbids Japan to engage in war to solve 
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international conflicts. It encourages peaceful means in international affairs.
In short, to promote nationalism, we should try to make peace with others in our daily lives. And I am 
convinced that the spirit of loving our neighbors as ourselves is the key to real nationalism.
Words
I attended a reading with music by Shuntaro Tanikawa and his son in Nakashibetsu on June 20. It was my 
first experience to hear Mr.Tanikawa to read in person.
His poems are sometimes sad and at other times humorous and bitter. I was attracted by his reading. His 
poems are not mere enumerations of words. Various things are spun by his concentrated “words,” which are 
really works of art, and I was much moved.
Now the contemporary world is flooded with words partly because of the development of media. These 
words sometimes hurt the hearts of people. I encounter quite a few words unbearable to hear.
A word such as “uzai” (meaning nasty) is a disgusting one. Young people who do not know the meaning of 
death often easily joke and say “You should die!” and “I’ll kill you!” People’s unhappiness and death are now 
computerized, and therefore it is hard to feel pain from them. The fact is that “words are coded” now.
A few years ago I was assigned to write sentences by a newspaper company, and since then I have been 
struggling to write. It is all right for me to write poor sentences, but I want to use warm words and expressions 
which are full of life. But recently because my time using the computer increases, my time for reading and 
thinking deeply is decreasing. And I am afraid that “living words” are disappearing from me.
As people grow by eating, my living and workable words grow to be strong by eating and absorbing a lot of 
words. I would like to find opportunities for contacting words which give nourishment to my spirit.
Mother Teresa once told a journalist “If you want to write, write articles to improve people, to spread good 
thoughts and deeper love to the wide world.” That is what I want to do.
On Advent
Christmas songs have become very popular in every place in our town in November. People are looking for 
Christmas. The period of four weeks before Christmas is called Advent in the church. It means to “Wait.”
 The Jewish society when Jesus was born two thousand years ago was a differential society where the poor, 
the handicapped and foreigners were excluded as sinners. Jesus lived with them and showed that any person is 
a priceless existence whom God loves. He taught “Love your neighbors as yourself” and “It is more blessed to 
give than to receive.” The spirit of sharing is really important for human beings. Jesus tried to make this world a 
place in which any person can live lively.
Contemporary society is a sick society where the gap between the rich and the poor is spreading world wide. 
There are lots who are waiting for help in difficult situations. What can we do for them?
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According to the book Think the Earth Project by Yamamoto Ryoichi, we learn that one hundred yen can 
save five children in Myanmar from polio. We know any small amount of money can help people. We can share 
gentleness, smiling and sympathy.
What I give can help people to become happy…I am pleased with this idea. With such consideration, we will 
have the 11th charity concert in our church this year.
Hummingbird’s One Drop
When we were driving the other day, we found lots of trees cut down in a place which had been a forest. A 
three-year-old child who was with us in the car said, “If we cut down so many trees, God will be mad at us.” 
This was an unexpected word, and I thought it over.
We human beings unhesitatingly use natural resources and destroy nature in order to live a comfortable life. 
As a result, we have global warming, which leads us to a serious problem. I think the time has come for us to do 
something about it.
There is a book called “Hummingbird’s One Drop.” The forest was on fire, and all the animals there were 
running away, but the hummingbird was carrying drops of water in its beak and putting them one by one on the 
fire. The animals looked at it and laughed, saying “What is the use of it?”
The hummingbird answered, saying, “I do what I can.” This book is about some ways of solving global 
warming.  For example, we can start with doing some small things like disconnecting plugs when we aren’t 
using them or buying local products.
When we say “ecology,” we may imagine that we have to always be patient. But if we think our small acts 
can save the earth, aren’t we happy?
 This story of the hummingbird can be applied to many things. Even though our existence is small and what 
we can do is small, they lead to hope. And hope never ends in failure.
On Death　　　
“Death is swallowed up in victory. O death, where is thy victory? O death, where is thy sting?　But thanks to 
God, who gives us the victory through Jesus Christ”( 1 Corinthians 15: 54-57).
Topics on health are now very popular on T.V. and in magazines. “Health is life!” they seem to say. Some 
people say they can die for the sake of health. It is a natural desire for humans to be healthy and to live long. 
But humans die no matter how hard they may try to live longer. This is common sense, but many do not want 
to think or talk about death. To talk about death is considered to bring bad luck. To many, death has a negative 
meaning.
Henry Nouwen writes in one of his books, “There is a grateful death. We are responsible for our death…
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We can make our death the last gift…It is wonderful if we can meet a fruitful death… ” If we curse our own 
situation and die with a bitter feeling, that death can give only disappointment and guilt to those who have 
survived. But if we can die with satisfaction and gratitude for our life, it is a grateful death, which can be the last 
and the finest gift to those who love us.
When I talk about death as a present, I think of the death of Grandmother. At her death bed, she repeated, 
“I am the happiest person in the world. My heart is full of thanks. I have no worry about death because I go to 
God’s place.” Her death was so sad for me. But more than that, I feel I received many wonderful presents from 
her. And I’d like to add one more thing: the death of Jesus Christ. He died a miserable death on the cross. But in 
spite of that, his influence in various fields is very deep even today. Indeed, we can say the death of Christ is a 
“great present.” 
Whether we can make our death a present or not depends upon how we live daily. When I think back on 
my life, I feel that my life is still far from a good present. So, I want to live a little longer. I want to finish this 
writing by quoting a poem of an American poet Nancy Wood.
 
Today is a very good day to die.
Every living thing is in harmony with me.
Every voice sings a chorus within me.
All beauty has come to rest in my eyes.
All bad thoughts have departed from me.
 Today is a very good day to die.
My land is peaceful around me.
My fields have been turned for the last time.
My house is filled with laughter.
My children have come home.
Yes, today is a very good day to die.
